CHAPTER VII
THE LAST GENRO
AT WAS IN THE SPRING OF 1919. TOKYO'S FOREIGN OFFICE
clerks and press representatives were working at the Paris headquarters
of the Nipponese delegation to the Peace Conference. From time to
time they gazed anxiously at each other.
One of the newspapermen, Baba Tsunego, asked a young secretary:
"Is there any news? Where are Marquis Saionji and Baron Makino?"
"We are not at liberty to disclose information to you without au-
thorization. You press people are not friendly towards the officials—"
Matsuoka Yosuke replied.
"I am not inquiring about things here. Do you understand? We
know more about them than you do, anyway. But haven't you re-
ceived any cable from Tokyo? That's a secret, too, I suppose—"
Matsuoka smiled.
"How about the meeting of the League of Nations Commission on
the Covenant? It is to cast its final vote on the question of religious
and racial equality. The Nipponese demand that racial equality be in-
cluded in the Covenant—"
"We have won some demands—"
"What? Do you mean the demand for the transfer of the former
German leasehold in Shantung? The South Sea Islands have little
economic value and I don't call the Shantung decision by the
Commission an acceptance. The Commission merely countered with a
proposal that the Chinese and Nipponese settle the question at an in-
dependent conference later. You can't tell what the Chinese will be
able to do. They have American backing."
"Our leading men who are here have no fighting spirit-" Matsuoka
suddenly grumbled.
"Do you think so? But, Matsuoka-kun, be careful. If you want to
keep your job, you've got to follow the policy of our bureaucracy. fojt
you, the key to steady advancement is absolute obedience and respect
to your superiors, and no errors in your record."
"I know, Baba-san, but you see, I personally feel that our delegation
should use a litde propaganda to put our demands across-"	., •;
"We ought to pack up and go home Uke the Italian delegates if the
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